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— MORAL TALE. learning any business or trade, This conversation’: betweed that six dollars a week will not pay board 
+ for surely ?’’ asked the boy. James and his mother was| 2 this city, and supply a young man with 
Ee. For the Youth’s Companion. “No. But oh, Jimmy, the broken by a stumbling, a rat-|S¥ch clothes. You go constantly to the 
ot [yawrEp-A BOY FROM THE CouN-| World is so full of temptation, tling, a growling and a curs- | *heatre, too, I heard you both say ; so the 
FILS, TRY. and you are not so strong to ing at the door. Presently money for that and your jewelry would 
re «Wanted to attend a grocery store, a/ resist it as some, that I shud- the husband and father pitch- have to come out of my drawer. Neither 
othe Be thful, energetic boy. To one who minds | der lest you may be led astray. ed, rather than walked into the of you will answer my purpose.” 

By Bis own business and gives satisfaction, | If you should fall, my last de- room. He threw his crushed| At these words he took the pen from 

i od wages will be given. One from the pendence would be gone !” hat angrily on the floor, and behind his ear, and was returning to his 

woe” Fs ntry, who has no friends in town, pre-| ‘Oh mother, how can you himself into the neatest chair. desk as they closed the door behind them. 

same Merred. Applicants may address in their|fear for me? Havn’t I seen Neither mother nor son raised He now seemed to notice Jimmy for the 
ms pwn handwriting, Flint Skinner, Esq., 17 enough to warnme? I would their eyes to the wretched man. first time, and never guessing that one of 

ER ommerce St., . as soon drink poison as rum.” Oh what a sad welcome home| is humble exterior was seeking a clerk- 

ee “There now! what do you think of] § would your father is that of the miserable inebri- | Ship, he asked, ‘Have you any message 

i, @ (phat, mother ?” asked a tall, awkward boy, | once, my son. Who had ate, at night. How it con- for me, boy ?” 

pf a pale woman who sat wearily stitching | brighter prospects for happi- trasts with that of the noble,| With his eyes bent on the floor, Jimmy 

he the opposite side of a little light-stand. | ness than I had when I was loving father. No matter how walked up to the merchant, saying, “I 

= Wouldn’t that be yom the thing for me,|married? and even within weary, nor yet how toil-stain- read your advertisement, sir, and thought 

mother? May be he’d let me come home your memory we had a noble ed his garments may be, he is I would come in and let you see my hand- 

9 che. turday nights, so that Icould cut your! farm, a comfortable home, the met with ashout of joy. Many writing. I’m from the country, I know 

weal ood and do all your little jobs. Then I respect of our neighbors, and little ones climb his knee, hang nobody in town, and I always mind my 

— pould earn more, and help you s great | the affection of each other.— about his neck, and half-|OW2 business, sir !” The man laughed at 

tag . What the farmers give me is not! But see what a change now !” smother him with kisses. A | the preciseness of the qualifications. The 

wor, ino e than enough to support myself, and) At these words the wan- gentle, loving wife smiles her | &8¢ boy had learned his words by heart. 
read f'msure 1 do more work in a day than! looking woman, as if forgetful welcome, and hastens his even- | He then took Jimmy by the shoulder and 
aia Rteve Hunt ; but while he grins his dol-| of what she now was, rose up ing meal. There is joy in shook him gently, as if to see if there was 
sning (geht only get fifty cents. I’m seventeen | and gazed round their poor home. It was|you are to provide for the children—but|that house, for “ father has returned from |®y life in him. He made him lift weights, 

‘Gil, Mow, you know, and ought either to go/as neat as her diligent hands could make|not here, Oh, heaven knows how hard I|his labor.” But oh how sad the drunkard’s | roll barrels, and finally cast up an account, 

sining [gato a store or to a trade.” it; for neither poverty, crushed hopes,|have struggled to keep the family together, | welcome, even by a good, enduring wife |@nd make out a bill for several imaginary 

cs § The pale woman did not look up, nor| nor aching limbs could reconcile her to a|that you might love each other. I haveland patient children! Silence, broken barrels of lamp-oil. ‘* Now boy,” he said, 
ce and did she ares her son; but went on | careless, untidy house. The joy of cleanli-| tried too, to have you love and respect/only by asigh, glances dimmed by tears, | “ I like your looke—you tx not one of 

- itching, stitching. ‘The boy held the| ness was one of the few pleasures left her|him, if possible; but he will not help me.|blushes on cheeks of those who themselves these keen fellows, peering into other peo- 

nna ity daily in his hand, while he looked at} desolate heart, and to it she still clung.—|I have fed and clothed him, and kept alnever brought shame upon another—these ple’s business and neglecting their own. 

per face, expecting an answer. But none| yen when her kind heart was almost ‘home seven or eight years, trying to win|are the most cordial greetings he ever re- You may come next Monday morning and 

Hs. fame, and the silence was unbroken save breaking, she would toil on that her little/him from his evil ways. That was m y|ceives, evér expects at his own fireside. try fora month. You're a fine specimen 

by the erick, crick of the needle on the | ones might appear neat at school, and that|duty, but it will not be yours. Youmust! Neither Mrs. Moore nor James mention- of a boy from the country.” ° 

tsa ee gh steel thimble, and the ticking of a| her room might have the aspect of home ;|not leave the little girls with him if I am|ed the new plan to the father,nor dreamed of ‘* Yes sir—yes sir—ye—es si—r,”’ stam- 

With Bull clock, the only thing in the room|and well she succeeded. The brightly|not here to protect them.” asking his advice or opinion. So far had mered out the delighted boy. “I’m so 

ant of (qrbich possessed any value. scoured floor, the well blacked stove, and) « Oh, don’t talk so, dear mother ; you’ll|he sunk, that they would as soon have ask- thankful, sir, and I’ll prove it by my faith- 

‘Non (“Mother !” cried out the awkward boy,|the neat bed, with its gaudy quilt and|,e¢ now if I don’t make you all comforta-|ed counsel of the old clock in the corner, fulness; but—but—sir—but you see, 

ae such a tone as one speaks in to asleep-| snowy pillows, contrasted well with the|ble. Don’t tremble for me, for I hate rum|as of him. He was of no more importance | 8i»——” 

reiniay ag person, “say, don’t you think I had |rooms of some neighbors who had more to}like a serpent! If Mr. Skinner keeps it,/in that house than a wooden man—buta| ‘‘ Well, what’s the matter, my lad? Out 

Vromb better apply? That can do no harm, even/fill them. She crossed her arms, and re-|T won’t engage with him: and I'll tell|great deal more trouble. He ate, drank, with it, my lad; ain’t the wages large 
wndte (piidon’t get the place ; if I do, how much | mained looking around like a bewildered|him the reason, too.” slept, and was clothed there ; that wasall | enough for such a green-looking youth as 
its, could help you—you shouldn’t work so | woman. James Moore was not what the world|that brought him there; but for him, the|you are—ha * 
beens en then, poor mother.” “ How little there is left !’ she exclaim-| would call a brilliant boy, and his sensi-|wife still felt compassion, although he had “Oh yes sir, they are very large indeed, 
ae The soft tone of the boy’s voice aroused | ed, ‘ and who can tell what will go next ?”|ble mother knew it well. In mind he was|long ago quenched the love which had|sir—but I promised my mother I would’nt 
e, jut HEhe woman, and, laying aside the coarse| ‘* Nothing more shall be taken from you,|two or three years behind most of his age,|once burned towards him in her bosom.— | engage till I asked if—you sold rum?” 
ogether (garment she was making, she reached out | dear mother, but much shall be given you,” but, unlike many of them, he was rapidly|** He was the children’s father, and they] Ho! you've gota mother have you, 

her hand, saying, ‘* Let me see the paper, | said the boy tenderly. ‘‘ 1 will write this progressing. He was a dull, rather than|must never charge her with casting him| boy, to poke into your affairs? Well, tell 
treat, fppames.”” very night to Mr. Skinner about the/, simple boy. But, whatever he lacked,|off to suffer and die a vagrant’s death.”—| the old lady she must let mine alone. I 
— She read and re-read the advertisement, | place.” he possessed stern principle, and very just,| This forlorn motive, instead of the bright] don’t let women meddle in my business, 

_, (pudthen, laying the paper down, rested) “* You had better go into town and se€€| clear views of right and wrong, and as|star of hope, led her on in her painful toil. | not even my own wife ; so she must look 

YP Ry fhe weary head on her hand, and seemed | him instead ;” replied the mother, as if),ind and affectionate a heart as ever beat|Oh, what jewels of love, and peace, and/out and not be questioning you, if she 

lost in thought. suddenly awaking from sleep. She took|in any boy’s bosom. His mother had kept|joy does the dr unkard cast from him, to] wants you to have a steady place here.” 

t. “Tm sure,” said the boy, after a long|her work again, and stitched away as if to|}im at school as long as possible, thus he|grasp in place of them the poison cup,| «She made me promise I'd ask, sir, and 
nace peause, “it isa good offer he makes.—|make up for lost time. ‘You ought to|pag gained a pretty good knowledge of|whose contents bite like a serpent, and| so I must.” 

suerree fg G00d wages ;’ it seems to me he must be} be doing more than you now are; for by figures, and wrote the finest hand of any|sting like an adder. “Ho, about the rum, ha? Well, boy, 
eter every fair man, mother.” and by the children must fall on your|in his class. This last accomplishment| Jimmy Moore—as his neighbors all you may tell her there is not a dr op of 
an I'm not so sure of that, James,” re-|hands. I shall not hold out much longer,”| ~4, his mother’s hope, and yet she dread-|called him—found himself next day in the|}rum on my premises. Don’t you see the 
riety, ia plied the mother, taking up her work|and she pressed both hands tightly upon|.q lest, if cast into the temptations of alaugust presence of Flint Skinner, Esq., | barrels all marked, ‘oil, vinegar, molas- 
eco ad in. ‘I don’t like the way in which |her head. large city, he might be led into sin. She|and trembled when he saw two well-| ses?” ” . 

—— fie advertisement is written.” “Oh, mother dear,” said the boy, lay-|had endeavored to instruct him in the holy|dressed, dandified applicants there before} «Thank you, sir. You need never be 
a “Why mother ! what fault can you find | ing his hand tenderly upon her shoulder, principles of the gospel, but, on account|him. His poor, stooping form, his awk-| afraid of my mother interfering in any 
bisRy. prith it?” asked James. “you are not going to die! You willlof his quiet manner, had not learned the|ward address, his dull eye, and simple air| way; she’s a good, kind woman, and has 
The fei “Tn the first place, my son, I don’t like live a long time after all your troubles are| success which had crowned her labors.— compared poorly with their ease and | her heart and hands full at home.” 

the expression ‘ minds his own business ;’|over. I will make you happy.” The constant dropping of these little seeds| brightness. The gentleman was busy at) ‘The first few days of James’ clerkship 

‘ROM. [itlooks as if the employer had some work| ‘My troubles will never be over—no} of truth, and the ever-falling dews of her|the desk for a few moments, and while the | were spent in running errands, clearing up 
THING Bhs did not wish others to look into; in|one can make me happy, my son. If my pure example had brought forth and|country boy stood trembling, and his heart | the store, and the like. He boarded with 
E78 IN Hthe next place, he wants a boy without | affliction came from death, time could heal] watered in his heart a rich harvest. Oh,|beating in view of a defeat, they chatted | pi, employer, and was late and early try- 
upsox /"ends—one who can tell no tales, nor re- | the wound ; if only from poverty, I could)/many the mother of brighter boys, who,|and laughed, and discussed the play atthe ing to serve him. He greatly desired to 
» Bitive any advice; but the chief objec-| hope for better days; if from enemies, I/could she but read hearts, would have|theatre the night before. He wished for) be trusted with the keys, that he might 

NT es tion is, it is a grocery, the very name of|could take you ail and flee away from chosen the awkward boy for her own.—|their ease, but not for their morals. open and shut the store; but Mr. Skinner 
hich makes me shudder. A great many|them ; but sias, my foes are those of my|Many are cruelly deceived in the characters) Mr. Skinner came forward and question- | chose to be there first and last himself.— 

xi groceries are neither more nor less than|own house. My sorrow, Jimmy, is min-|of their children, believing them pure, up-|ed the young men, taking not the least no-|There was a trap-door just back of the 
~~ fog-shops ; and I'd rather bury you to-|gled of poverty;"Umkindness, disappoint-|right, and strong, when the heart is defil-|tice of our dull friend. “ My wages would | desk, through which he descended many 
——= Prrow, James, than allow you to go into| ment, and cru@l' mortification. Hard as|ed, leaning toward the evil way, and ready|not keep either of you,” he said, glancing|times a day, at a slight knocking. He 
yN. ha place, no matter how much they|my lotis, I could smile at it, were I alone ;|to fall; this mother on the other hand,|at their breadcloth, their rings, their seals, | apologized for this by saying that he kept 
might offer you. You and I together get| but to see you .;nd your little sisters] was deluded with the thought that her son|and their chains. ‘‘ Six dollars a week is| part of his stock in the cellar, which had 

on pretty well, and make both ends meet. | thrust outof the bright path I had mark-|was too frail of heart to withstand tempta-|what I mean te give—you would need|an entrance from the back street, and that 

wo See JU Will never be any happier than you/ed for you, to see you shabby and despised|tion ; weak enough to take right for wrong|ten.” They both protested that it would| persons wishing varnish, turpentine, or 
tenow with your mother, Jimmy, and I/all for the sin of another, is fast breaking|if another bid him. It was not so. He|be quite sufficient for their wants, and was |linseed-oil came to that door. He said 

~ er shall feel any easier about you than|me down. I don’t fear death, Jimmy, but/had learned in deep humility that he was/as much as they had ever had. He asked | also that he took the whole charge of those 
do now.” I often tremble lest the mind give way be-|not his own keeper, and, from the depths|if they had any friends in town to help|articles himself without the aid of his 

sx >} But mother, you don’t want me to| fore the mortal part. If yougoaway,and|of his child-like heart, he cried, ‘‘My|them. Neither had. “Then,” said he,|clerk, and that he was never to answer to 
fork on this way all my life, without| anything happens to me, remember that!Father, thou art the guide of my youth.”|* you will not do for me. I well know|the knocking. If he was out, the custom- 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 








ers might go elsewhere. James smiled in 
seeming simplicity, and Mr. Skinner con- 
gratulated himself on having “ a boy from 
the .” which meant, in his vocabu- 
lary, a blockhead. Mr. Skinner had spent 
all his days in a narrow city street, in a 
dark store, and did not know what kind 
of boys grow up in the country. 

Now James was not so simple as his 
employer took him tobe. He soon learn- 
ed that a great temperance movement was 
on foot in town, and that every open rum- 
seller had been indited; but that still the 
vicious ‘found their foe somewhere in that 
region. He had noticed children with 
oil-cans, tin pails, men with pitchers and 
mugs, and women with their hands under 
their aprons, pass the back windows of 
the store, and, immediately after, the sig- 
nal would be given for Mr. Skinner to go 
down and sell varnish or turpentine. He 
laid all these things carefully away in his 
dull head for future use, and his master, 
the meanwhile, laughed at his stupidity, 
and said, ‘‘ I was lucky enough when I got 
that boy from the country.” 

One day, when Mr. Skinner was very 
busy making out bills for James to collect, 
alittle girl, barefoot and ragged, came 
into the store. She held upa tin pail and 
effered James a quarter, saying, ‘‘ Would 
you please to let me have the whiskey up 
here to-day? I knocked till I was tired 
down below, and couldn't make you hear.” 

** It is molasses the child wants, I guess, 
she always gets it here,” and the merchant 
cast aside glance at James, to see if he 
understood it; for he knew the truth must 
come out sometime, and meant when it 
did, to bribe the simple boy to silence, 
and make him his confidant. 

“ We don’t keep anything of the kind, 
little girl,” replied James. 

* Oh, don’t you? Well, I’m glad of it, 
and mother will be glad of it too: for if 
you've stopped selling it, he can’t get it 
anywhere else round here. Oh, I'm so 
ashamed to go after it, and now I’m afraid 
to go home without it, he’ll be so angry.” 

“So angry!” oh, James knew well 
what those words meant! How often had 
he been sent out on just such an errand and 
returned without accomplishing it, to feel 
the weight of his father’s fury. He look- 
ed pitifully on her as a fellow sufferer. 

“If you've got a little drop left,” con- 











tinued the child, pleadingly, ‘‘ I guess you 
had better let me have it. Please do, for 
mother is gone out to work, and I'll beso 
afraid of him if he don’t get it !” 

“ We don’t keep it, child, Mr. Skinner 
says we don’t,” returned James. 

She still stood holding out her pail and 
her money, as much as to say, ‘I under- 
stand it all—young as I am, I have learn- 
ed the lesson of deceit.” 

* Ho there!’ cried the merchant, when 


he saw the downright, valuable stupidity | deal out misery and death to this whole 
of his clerk, “‘ are you Jake Edgel’s little | neighborhood ! 


girl ?” 


“Yes sir. He says he always traded |in this house is a drunkard, either made 
with you, and been careful not to expose |or kept such by his hand! 
you, so he thinks you ought to sell to him | he could hear the curses of heart-broken 


as long as you do to any one.” 

«I suppose, child, if your father’s laid 
up he must have some by way of medicine. 
I’ve got a little for sickness that I'll share 
with him,” and, taking the child’s tin pail, 
he disappeared through the trap-door. 

« Where do you live, little girl ?” asked 
James in a low voice. 

“In that old yellow house, up stairs in 
the back room ;’’ and she pointed it out 
from the back window. 

«* Who else buys whiskey here ?”’ asked 
the boy. 

* Qh,” replied the child, “Sam Elder, 
and black Dave, and Judy Flynn, and 
Biddy MeCarty, and old Mr. Horn, and 
all the folks in that street. Them that’s 
richest gets it Sunday morning, when there’s 
nobody at work on the back street; but 
mother won’t givefather enough money to 
get a whole week's whiskey at once, so I 
have to come for ours whenever he gets a 
little change. I’m so’shamed, and moth- 
er’s so shamed too.” 

When Mr. Skinner returned, he felt that 
some explanation was necessary, so he 
said, “‘ There are a few poor folks that I 
have always known and helped, who can- 
not afford to buy such spirits as they need 
in sickness from those extortioners the 
apothecaries, so, as I keep a little for 
medicinal purposes at home, I often sell 
them what they need. I would not like 
even this to be known, for people are run- 
ning mad on temperance now, and would 
get up false reports aboutme. I told you 
Ihad’nt a drop of rum in my store, but I 
did’nt tell you I had’nt a barrel of whiskey 
down cellar. If they wer’nt poor I would 
not oblige them by running such risks.— 
Now I have made up my mind to trust 
you, James, for I think you're a lad of 
honor—no babbler, that would seek to 
ruin your employer,” 

«*T would rather help than injure my 
fellow-creatures, sir,” replied James. 

«]’m sure you would, and I mean to 
reward you well for minding your own 
b The fall is. coming on, bleak 
and cold, and I shall give you a warm 







































































































































































































over-coat, that you may send more of your | men who could be made to testify against|me?” «No.” ‘Well,’ said he, ‘I was | forty years indulged in all kin i 

wages to your mother.” What a him, and offered, were it necessary, to| once brought drunk into your presence on aot ae fruit of Are spake fe looke 
thing, thought he, it is in my line to have | give in his own testimony. He then ask-|shipboard. You were a passenger. The|was about to appear. This poor 7 Be 
ng foe Se crey . - _|ed Mr. Skinner for the amount due him, | captain kicked me aside ; you took me to/ afflicted with disease of the eyes, a 

“ Thank you, sir,” replied Jimmy ; and | and gave up his place, telling in plain} your birth and kept me there until I had| rendered him neafly blind. In this at ora 
as the bills were now ready, he put on his | terms his reasons. Those temperance men | slept off the intoxication ; you then asked | he was brought to the workhouse; 4 = 
coat and went out to collect them. Hjs/| who saw his stern integrity, which could} me if I had a mother; I said I had never | heavenly light was poured into his ‘hind ; 
eyes had been opening gradually to the|not be bribed, were glad to procure his|known a word from her lips ; you told me /|his sins oppressed him; he rested not pf 
nature of his master’s business, and now | valuable services for themselves. He did|of your’s at the garden gate, and to-day I/he found the sinner’s Friend, and ‘Tl 
he felt quite sure it was wrong. ‘ Who/not lose a single day from work before he|am master of one of the finest packets in| blind Bartimeas of old, had received ; | 
knows,” thought he, as he moved along, | entered on his new sityation. Mr. Skin-| New York; and I come to ask you to call | answer to his earnest prayer, ‘ Jesus, = 
“but that after the wise and good had|ner’s offences against the laws forbade | and see me.’ Son of David, have mercy on me.’ ‘< Ay ary 
failed to find out the last place in the’ pardon by the payment of fines. He was} How far that little candle throws its|now I feel my sins forgiven,’ he said ons 
neighborhood where rum was sold, God {taken from his fine home and shut up for| beams! That mother’s word, on the green | me one day, with his sightless eyes {i Bhaki 
sent me here to doit? If he has given|twenty days on each indictment in the| hillside of Vermont! Oh, God be thank-| with tears! ‘How good the Lord ig; col 
me the work I won’t turn and run like a/common jail. He declared, when arrested,|ed for the almighty power of a single| mother’s prayers are being answered : oe 
eaaet I'll prove it, and then I'll ex-|that he would look out; after this, how he| word! = _ 
pose him.” trusted a boy from the country. - omts: 

That night, when darkness threw her} When on fon an advertisement for a FORGIVENESS. — — ee oplaal 
veil over those who crept to the cellar- | bar-keeper, a boy to attend a bowling al-| « ]’1] never forgive him—never !’ aa oe ee or Fx 
door, James bethought him that, in his | ley, ora billiard-table, adding ‘‘ A boyfrom| < Never is a hed word, John,’ ‘aid the The Great, the Merciful, the Goof a ny 
eagerness to get the little girl’s story, he|the country preferred,” then look out.—|sweet-faced wife of John Locke, as she And seek for pardon through his blood, Le fy 
had forgotten to give the change for her|They mean a dunce, who cannot see! |ooked up a moment from her por So sure thy sins shall be forgiven, ane 
quarter ; so he bent his steps towards the | through their evil designs or report their| «He is a mean, dastardl ae ail And thou shalt be an heir of heaven, PON 
room of Jake Edgel. He found the filthy | fulfilment. 3.D.C. |upon this Holy Bible r— ; 
tenant-house, whose creaking stairs he Fstop hushend Fons? remember he 4 re 
was ascending, filled with the lowest peo- is my brother, and by the love you bear) SCRAPS FOR YOUTH, we by 
ple of every nation andcolor. Loud voices THE FAMILY. me forbear to curse him. He has done be 1 
of quarreling adults and crying children you wrong, I allow—but O! John, he is For the Youth’s Companion. a 
Coates ee bye heen oye awed a For the Youth’s Companion. very young and very sorry. The momen- AIR AND WATER. oo 
tapped gently, and asad voice said, “Come| SWINGING FESTIVALS IW INDIA. a bey pr _ at eee A quart of water it is said passes ¢ mer. 
in.” He opened the door, and his heart} The terrible rites of the swinging festi- rot sureel’ J me aa Yo , hy Y| through the skin of a healthy person, the v 
sickened at the familiar sight of a drunk- | vals, which take place in India in honor of aa dreadful: ad spite): evaporates through holes or pores of bent 
ard’s home. The wretched husband and | the god Shiva, have often been described.| The  adiens woman prevailed; the| skin, and takes with it a great deal of ae 
werd: Pacpcesly om ois wh Perhaps, however, some among our read- | curse that hung upon the lips of the angry} pure matter. If these porés are stopje cried, 
pap y wan Bagg al though st was |°T® have never read a description of them. “a teed be om. ~ na! ay 4 said, * | by uncleanliness, or from any other cau ‘Se 
now bed-time, and seemed, by the pile of Crowds of natives attendthem. They en- deadl aaa im—he has done me @ | disease and sickness is the consequenc in sw 
clothes beside it, to have a whole night’s|joy them as our boys do a holiday. The Th. ney who had provoked this | Bathiag, my young reader, is there bold 
washing before her. She looked surpris-| natives, many of them, dress in the most ccmanon hambled and sepuitnt Shain necessary, if you desire to be strong . | 
ed at seeing a stranger, and without speak-| gaudy manner possible. The women love|in vain for forgiveness from him whom in| healthy. it fas' 
sy» na Ase oll oo enters to attend those festivals as well as the|a moment of passion, he ‘had injured al-| Pure air is also necessary to healtl Whe: 
then drying her hands upon her checke j|men. Those who wish to appear unusual- ee Bae reparation. John Locke | Do not be afraid to sleep with your wi hand 
apron, she stood waiting to hear his busi- ly beautiful, ornament themselves with ey na “x —"s him. ill dow open, at least a little distance, onl th 
ness. This is Mr. Edgel’s room, is it| large brass rings through their noses, and| ,.n¢ one plecnait ng “aattuentll _| be sure that the draft of air that comes rag 
sat asked. i aL cians round their ankles. reading the morning paper. ‘rill ele yA at the opening does not fall upon you, ‘y 
wet and ng even . ae} : Be ba Ahoedo A long pole is erected fifty or sixty feet | hurried footsteps approached, but he took|Each sleeper breathes fifteen times worst 
ue pebete?* dhe aiiaciitinn to the high. On the top of this, at right angles, - — until a ae boy burst into|a minute. The air which is breathed int pads 
insensible form of Jake upon the bed. (like the letter T) another is placed, which | ' Mr. Lok. Johnne att as of his “ttle the body undergoes a change, and wh you! 

“ Poor woman, my heart aches for you,” has a hole bored through it, so that it can Johun Locke rue d in the rvet—itus it passes out of the mouth again, it j you | 
said J immy sincerely. ‘*I am clerk at| be whirled round. Ateachendofthetop| “To Fash aleeestie paper and spring for mixed with a poison. More than 10 ea 
oe ogo a a a nT be leave the} pole is attached a rope. Amid the beat-|the street, was the first impulse of the|grains by weight of this poisonous ingté : eV 
v our little gitl to-da ty orgot to give ing of drums and the shouts of the peo- agonized father. On, on, like a maniac| dient is added to the air in your bedtoo I had 

The woman cast a longing glance, first ple, the man who is to be swung is brought thay jt Bees oo, ae Se in one hour. Iftwo persons sleep in @ healt 
at the poker and then at the broom-stick ; | t° the pole. The natives who offer them- The Beet ai ot pRegee sane ae ile same room, of course there is double ay a. 
** Oh,” she cried out bitterly, while her selves for this purpose, usually for two or Johnny lying tty She re na ye in quantity. Unless by some means theréi 4 
“ _on =  pcragy “ your heart | three days previously, eat large quantities | who with her hair hanging dishevetled enough pure, fresh air comes in to dilw aaa i 
hy vericnd aa onan a of an intoxicating compound called bhang, | around, bent wildly over her child. The this foul air, or gradually remove it, healt 4 bro 
petals bring sight: dents, did: you >|to deaden the pain. Before they come to boy was just saved; he breathed, and| must be seriously undermined. Remer life, 
or was it to rejoice over my misery ?— the pole two large iron hooks are thrust mds a “Thi ae a poking ber this. Be sure and have fresh airi re 
Keep the eight cents! Your master values | through their backs. When all is ready, es ere | Gea. poe me dh rw your bedrooms. Prio: 
it more than I do a dollar, or he would not | one of the ropes attached to the horizontal sensible, sateliliesd: wie the child. From walk 

as Gay toting 98 pole is tied to the two hooks in the vic-|his head the dark blood flowed from a Rayan BY KINDNESS. brea: 

: ? tim’s back. The other end of the pole is|ghastly wound. The man against whom| ‘So Jack fell into the pond, did he? Di 

wretched boy, and tell him that every man hen polled down. Thio.of sin ene hn focke had sworn pods. hatred had, inquired Mr. Prior, the obool-teached dren 
Tell him ifthe man in the air, and the natives who|*r he child ie hed aereek, & Resting |and a cossee blowso, but with an hone. you 

: Posed jaewe hold of the other rope then run| niece of drift wood, as he came to the — face. : there 
~~ and mothers, he could not rest on! round in a circle at great speed. The man| face with the boy, and death seemed in-| ‘ Yes, sir, and hecame very nigh drownym ess. 

is soft pillow. Go home,” she shouted, thus suspended is fally fifty feet in the oi itabl ing, too. It wa lucky for him that 
** you cruel young rumseller, or I’m afraid seg roeerbane fies 2 wegeaness EET . Da ete Rena Antec t 
5 iaeoll audio: gon, fat. eit coutite, howd He is usually whirled around for about a John Locke flung himself down on the I was down there, fishing, at the time,’ r TH 
work, and loss of rest, I am almost beside | quarter of an hour, when he is taken down, a8 see be re sere a = ee ~ 0 id wide betas Gieseie Tl 
myself. Sometimes Iam tempted to do| oftentimes more dead than alive, his back | the ‘aula eng room Becctiond i to do wath his frat » a ees Upor 
aes ee 4 oe ele on ; = |fearfully lacerated. It is said that men| ‘restore him to consciousness, if it be for| ‘ Everything, sir,’ said the lad. * Them me 
God alone ney hen Senn ovtting fire to his ae ee ee ee ae ry ae him wer on i es ott | 

ae . | vive it. important to say to him.’ im out. . 

psa. i talent te ye sande oy 4 gy ‘ He is reviving,’ replied the doctor. ‘ 3 how came he to fall into the wr ae 
‘ 7 ° The wounded man opened his eyes;|ter, Jamie?” « 

away, Itell you—go home ! A WORD FROM — they met the anxious stehes of hie te mt ‘I will tell you, sir. Jack, you knoy, 
_ Now a boy of quicker mind would have No mother can read the impressive ex-| i. jaw, and the pale lips trembled forth—|is very fond of bird-nesting. He has got = 
—— the almost frantic woman, and tract given below, without feeling how] « Do you rete ne ae a string of birds’ eggs reaching all around Te 
of his “eke sung he apt renee | great and lasting an influence her words} ‘Yes, yes, God is witness, as t hope for his father’s summer-house, which he hi Gor, 
spent her fury, aad Pa said, sae oni |may have upon her child. Their effect| mercy hereafter, I freely forgive you, and taken out of nests this summer. This apa 
Wi ons sammnseaiinn tan cients mg | may not be seen at once, but as surely as yp hoes ask ond forgiveness for my un- oe ~~ eg in ayy, el ® then 
and my poor mother knows how to pity | harvest follows seed-time, they will bear n Sap EIN Ber spre iy — the 7 Im 
such as you.” Then he told her how he| fruit in the future Wheat saya’ apna: Aegon ann it, sir’ , sci: aaa annAie. on 
: ; swer. » Sir! | 

ct hocmmhige. Whe pte ee I was told a story so touching in refer- ewe days the brave young man hung| ‘ Yes, I know the spot very well. Ant + 

dete of Lime fon ecllin A ” bh y Sed at ence to this that you: must let me tell it.| upon a slender thread of life, and’ never the water is very deep just there, too.’ ' BP to y, 
- eee gir © asked 0 | It is a temperance case, but it will illus-| were there more devoted friends thanthose| ‘ Well, sir, as I was saying, he sawt® road 

UTP chcediad: «how ent? Wotan trate this just as well. It is a story of a|who hovered over his sick bed. Buta|nest, this morning, out on the b T 
par Mchenry? © takes mother on the green hills of Vermont, | vigorous constitution triumphed, and pale which reaches farthest over the water, am I tive 
J! $e et tod presence| holding by the right hand a son, sixteen/and changed, he walked forth once more he made up his mind to get it. Whenht§ doy 
this building hes ne = rt brent years old, mad with love ofthe sea. And| among the living. spoke to his mother about it, she tolM g,, 
seg ~ nom igh — th pi a as she stood by the garden gate onasun-| ‘0O!.if he had died with my unkindness him that he should not climb that tree mar 
do it.” 1M | ny morning, she said, clouding his soul, never should I have] But he only laughed at her, and said shef oq , 

; , ‘ Edward, they tell me—for I never saw | dared to hope for mercy from my Father| was an “old granny,” and that he wast sire 

__“*T have seen him once, and I will stay| the ocean—that the great temptation of] in heaven,’ said John Locke to his wife, | afraid ; Itn 
till I see him do itagain and again. Then|the seaman’s life is drink. Promise me|as they sat talking over the solemn event ‘ Does Jack talk in that style to hiser 9 heq 
I will expose him and go home. I’m not] before you quit your mother’s hand, that/that had threatened their lives with a liv- cellent mother ?” ab 
80 se as to live with a rumseller.” you will never drink.’ ing trouble. ‘Never, nowI have tasted| ‘Yes, sir. He don’t mind what m9 wa, 
oor Jimmy, his heart was open to the} And, said he—for he told me the story | the sweetness of forgiveness, never again | S@ys- He says he isn’t inleading-stringy§ tha 
woes of such families; and, being now|—I gave her the promise, and I went the| will I cherish revenge or unkindness to-| and does’nt mean to be.’ the: 
very rich in his own esteem, he put a dol-| broad globe over—Calcutta, the Medite-| wards the erring. For there is a new ‘ Jack must be a foolish boy. The fact hon 
lar into the mother’s hand to buy shoes| ranean, San Francisco, the Cape of Good | meaning to my soul, in our daily prayer ;| that his own way led him into the pond 
for the little girl who came after the whis-| Hope, the North Pole and the South—I|andI see that I have only been calling |sbows that he has not outgrown the n Tat 
key. saw them all in forty years, and I never| judgments upon myself, while I have impi-| of leading-strings, ifhe is too proud] qaj 

‘The merchant was well satisfied still|saw a glass filled with sparkling liquor, | ously asked, “« Forgive'us ‘our trespasses| Wear them,’ said the teacher. the 
with his boy from the country, who seemed | that my mother’s form by the garden gate | as we forgive those who/ trespass against) * I think so, sir. But, as I said, the 
neither to see nor hear aught save what/|on the green hillside of Vermont, did not| us.” ’ would not mind his mother. He went] shi, 
belonged to his own business. But our|rise before me; and to-day, at sixty, my rly ahi the elm, and with much labor climbed ¥ . 
poor Jimmy was busy keeping a reckoning | lips are innocent of the taste of liquor. PRAYING s. its great trunk. He then crawled al0tg] ¢,, 
of the sins which were soon to bringdown| Was not that sweet evfdence of the| Many are the instapces of answers given | the limb, which reached so far out 0 ‘ 
righteous judgment upon his head. He| power ofa single word? Yet that was/to praying . |*I was seven years|the pond, after the nest. I was fishing#] 
found out those friends of temperance who| not half. For, said he, yesterday there| old when my mother died,’ said an aged|the other end of the pond, and he saw'm-} jj. 
were seeking in vain for proofagainst Mr. | came into my counting-room a young man | man to me one day,‘ but she died praying | Hoping to startle me, he shouted, “‘ Wa#) ‘hoy 
Skinner. James gave the names of nine|of forty, and asked me, ‘Do you know|for me. I grew up a careless lad, and for | are you doing there, old sober-face ”* pre 


































THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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looked up toward the tree, but I could see 
no one, for Jack was hid by the leaves.— 
He could see me though. He knew I was 
puziled ; 80 to bother mé a little more he 


shouted : , 
& Halloo, there, you trespasser! Go 
away from my pond, or I'll send you to 
yy. 


J Iookéd more puzzled than éver, and 
Jack began to grow merry over my quan- 
He shouted, ‘Ha! ha! ha! Don’t 
ou wish you knew me, Mr. Fisherman ?” 
Shaking the branch at the same time, 
Jack’s fun was brought to a sudden end, 
for the branch, being rotten, as I suppose, 
broke off; and I saw Jack turning somet- 
gets in the air, as he fell; with a terrible 
splash, into the water.’ 
‘Humph! Jack turned the tables on 
himself that time. He got rather heavy 
y for his disobedience and self-will, and 
gave you a chance to be merry at his ex- 


nse. 
ae Not exactly, sir, for I felt he would 
be drowned. Indeed, I did not know that 
it was Jack at first. I soon saw, however, 
who it was; and, but for the fact that he 
was alittle stunned by falling nearly flat 
upon the water, should have felt quite 
easy, for I knew Jack to be a good swim- 


not fulfil. After some farther conversa- 
tion, we parted. Philip, in words, and 
the ‘little wife,’ with mute smiles, (she 
could not speak English,) requested me to 
call again. shall do so, hoping that the 
wife will find time to read aloud to the 
husband words which he, poor man, has be- 
come too sleepy to see when his hard day’s 
work is completed.— Bible Society Record. 





THE OYSTERMAN’S SHIP. 
‘ When I was a little boy,’ says a gen- 
tleman whose name is well known, ‘I liv- 
ed in a large city, and like all little boys 
took great delight in gazing in at the shop 
windows as I passed along the streets.— 
every day, on my way to school, I went 
through a narrow street or alley in which 
was an oysterman’s shop. It was a low, 
dingy building, but in the window was an 
object which had a wonderful fascination 
for my eyes. It was a model of a ship 
made in wood. It was a tiny bit ofa 
thing, but all in its littlé masts and spars 
were beautifully carved, and it was rigged 
with sails small enough to match their 
minute proportions. Oh, how beautiful it 
looked to my eager and admiring eyes, 
and how often I wished, as I leaned against 
the window-sash, that the dear little trea- 
sure was my own. How charming it 
would be to see it floating ona pond ; how 
all my little visitors would enjoy it. 
One day half a dozen of us boys came 
noisily bounding down the street, as full 
of fun and frolic as most boys are when 
just let out of school. The quiet-looking 
oysterman sat at his door as we came up. 
He was a good-natured man, and the 
larger boys began to tease him to give 
them the little ship. He smiled, and they 
grew more clamorous. 
* Oh, yes, give it to me,’ said one. 
‘No, no; to me, to me. I spoke first,’ 
said another. 
‘I say, old oysterman, 
shouted a third. 
I was a timid little fellow, and stood 
apart without speaking aword. I remem- 
ber thinking the others were very rude, 
ill-mannered boys, to make such a de- 
mand in that shameless way, and yet they 
belonged to what were considered the first 
families in the city. During these out- 
cries, the old man took the little ship from 
the window, and holding it in his hand 
came out. Seeing this, the boys crowded 
around him more boisterously than ever. 
* Oh, go away with your noise,’ exclaim- 
ed he rather testily, pushing them aside ; 
‘I shall give it to none of you.’ Then 
coming up to where I stood, he said to 
me, with a kindly smile on his weather- 
beaten face, ‘ It is yours, my little lad, if 
you would like it, and Isee by your eyes 


give it to me,’ 











- mer. He sank once, but on rising blew 
the water out of his mouth, and struck out 
tw bravely. I sprang to the fence, took down 
of arail, ran to the best spot I could find, 
ofi and pushing the rail out into the water, I 
topp cried, ‘*‘ Here, Jack, swim this way.” 
cal ‘Jack, who felt very weak, lost no time 
inswimming to the rail. He did’nt get 
quen hold of it any too soon, either. His 
nem strength was nearly gone when he grasped 
ng a it. I cheered him, however, and he held 
it fast until I drew it gently up the bank. 
alt] When he came near enough, I took his 
ur wi hand and pulled him out. But it was time 
a he was out; for I had no sooner got him 
7 SN fairly ashore than he fainted away. But, 
— oh, I was so glad I saved him!’ 
you, ‘Why, Jamie; I thought Jack was your 
times worst enemy. Did’nt he get you into a 
1ed inte bad scrape last winter, by telling lies about 
1 wh you? Didn’t he always make a butt of 
., .f you before the boys? Isn’t he your rival 
ny It too, at school? What, then, made you 
n 100 glad it was Jack whom you saved ?” 
8 ingtt ‘ Well, sir; 1 was glad, because I thought 
nclidie Ihad conquered him. He is a stronger, 
pind healthier boy than I am, and in some res- 
pects a bad boy. But my mother always 
ible "fg told me that hatred could be conquered 
there by kindness. I’ve tried it on Jack, sir, 
to dilut— anditis so. Jack says he loves me like 
t, healt brother. I conquered him by saving his 
Remé life, and it gave me the sweetest pleasure 
h air I ever tasted.’ . j 
. * You are a fine lad, Jamie,’ replied Mr. 
Prior, brushing a tear from his eye as he 
walked along, leaving Jamie alone with a 
E88. breast full of happy thoughts and feelings. 
lid he?’ Do you admire Jamie’s spirit, my chil- 
sacheriif/™ dren? Good. Go, then, prove your ad- 
ick boos miration genuine, by learning to conquer 
1 hones your enemies by kindness. Believe me, 
there is no conqueror so powerful as kind- 
hdrown—s %¢ss.—Forrester’s Magazine. 
him that 
time,’ THE LIGHT OF THE ‘HOUSEHOLD. 
The fragment of a German Bible lay 
vere hate upon the shelf of a scantily furnished 
room. 
_ * There ‘Do you read it?” I asked of a young 
I help man who sat, tailorwise, industriously 
stitching upon his board. 
the wer ‘Yes, what there is of it, every Sunday.’ 
‘Only on Sunday?’ I asked. ‘Could 
u know you not find time to read a verse or two 
e has gH every day ?” 
11 around ‘Well, you see,’ answered the young 
h he has German, ‘I get fifty-six cents for making 
or. This a pair of pantaloons with all this work on 
old el them. I sew all day till Iam so sleepy. 
he pom Tmust make one pair a day to pay my 
urecollet rent, and get my little wife and myself 
something to eat, and some coal to keep 
ell. And us warm. So you see I cannot find time 
>, too. to read, except on Sunday. But then I 
he saw read all day.’ 
1€ beg) _ This piece of a Bible was very sugges- 
water, a tive. It had been part of the ‘ little wife’s’ 
ves dowry. It appeared to have passed 
she through successive generations. How 
at ery many dim and tearful eyes have been fix- 
d sai " edupon it! How many weary hearts 
he wast¥l strengthened by its precious promises !— 
._.. §. It may have brought comfort to the death- 
to his@H bed, and imparted hope and consolation to 
a & bereaved household. I saw the man 
w at was too poor to purchase a Bible, and felt 
ng-stringf that - would Ao well bestowed upon 
ese clean, cheerful, and apparentl 
The fa) honest young people. ” . 
the a It was received with expressions of ani- 
rs et iw mated pleasure. ‘ A whole Bible!’ they ex- 
proud'™} Claimed, as they turned over the leaves of 
re * the neat volume, which was a gift from 
io the Society which scatters light and sun- 
He Woed. ] Shine into many such dwellings. 
clim ‘ “You will read it? I said, after writing 
vied e name of Philip W., on the fly-leaf. 
r out x) ‘Every Sunday,’ was again the answer. 
s fishing™’| _ Although sorry that Philip would pro- 
he say yy] Mise nothing more, I argued well for his 
nce?” honesty. To please me he would not ex- 








you would. I give it to you because you 
had the good manners not to ask for it.— 
Run home with it, little boy, and tell your 
mother I am glad she has taught you to 
be modest and civil to older people, which 
few boys are now-a-days.’ 
‘ Many years have gone over my head 
since then, and I have had my share of 
prosperity and enjoyment, but I can look 
back on few happier moments in my life 
than that which made me the owner of the 
oysterman’s little ship. —Am. Mess. 





THE WORTH OF A DRINK OF WATER. 
‘Four and twenty hours,’ says Mr. Bur- 
ton, an African traveller, ‘ we did not taste 
water; the sun parched our brains, and 
the mirage mocked us at every turn. As 
I jogged along with eyes shut against the 
fiery air, every image that came to my 
mind was of water—water lying deep in 
the shady well; water bubbling from the 
rock ; water in clear lakes inviting me to 
plunge and bathe. Now a cloud seemed 
to shower upon me drops more precious 
than pearls; then an invisible hand ap- 
peared to offer me a bowl, for which I 
would have given years of my life; but 
what a dreary contrast. I opened my eyes 
to a heat-reeking plain, and a sky of that 
deep blue, so lovely to painter and poet, 
so death-like to us, whose only desire was 
tempest and rain-storm. I tried to talk; 
it wasin vain. I tried to think; but I 





‘THE LARGEST HALF TO GOD.’ 


mone 
God? 


much have you ?” 


cent and a five cent piece. 
* There’s my gold dollar; I have that, 
eight cents, and halfof that it four. No 


him half the dollar and the five cents.’ 





A Monument ro a Necro.—The stu 


had only one idea—water, water, water !’ 


‘ Mother,’ asked a little boy, who was 
trying to make a good beginning of the 
new year, ‘how much of my spending 
y do you think I ought to give to 

*I do not know,’ said his mother ; ‘ how 

He opened his wallet and dropped on 
the table a gold dollar his grandmother 
gave him for a Christmas present, a three 


he said ; ‘three cents and five cents are 


Pll give the largest half to God. Tl give 


dents of Howard College, Alabama, on 


monument to the memory of Harry, a slay» 
of the President of the College, who, whe 1 
the, building burned down in 1855, refuse 1 
to leave until all the students had beca 
gotten out, and lost his life thereby. 





CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





hen to undertake whatever he set her 
out, was proof of the genuineness of that 
love: she wanted always to be doing 
something for father. Are you often ask- 
ing your Heavenly Father the same ques- 
tion this little child was asking her earth- 
ly father? This is the proof of our love. 





AN OFFER TO THE LADIES. 


THE MASSACHUSETTS 8. 8S. SOCIETY 


‘AS just added to its list of more than a thousand dif- 
ferent publications, several new and very choice 


H 


books. Among these are the following :— 


ENGLISH NELLIE ; or, Glimpses of Be Life. By 
Mrs. E. L. Northrop, author of ‘ Helen Mortimer ; er, 
the Proud Girl reformed,’ ‘ Alice to do Good,’ 


parsing | do B 
‘Letters to Young Communicants, on the Christian 
Walk.’ 340 pp., illustrated with five beautiful new en- 
gravings. e 50 cents. 

This is an intensely interesting book, whieh everybody 
should read. 


WALLAMANNUMPS; or, the Triumph of Christian 
THOU, GOD. HE 18T OF JULY is the commencement‘of the third| Principles. With fies axighnal inectiotions. 370 pp. 

’ » SEEST MBE. of the publisation of the LADIES’ VISITOR, «| 40 cents. 
* mon! paper publis n the city o: ew York. It 4 4 
A lady came home from shopping © ¢ | the cheapest Ladies’ paper published inthe word. Bach | “Waiianed with three new cngrevings, Tis twa book for 
day, and was not met as usual by the gl d pe eg on oeiaiaee NT ee ana ae all the boys and indeed the girls too. 150 pp. 26 cents. 
weleome of her little son. He seemed! y | inte resting, consisting of Ori and Selected ae eee SCHOOL... mm wee Salat 
of her, skulked into the yard, hung abe t —_ Poe' ry, Chit-Chat } oo the Fashions, and Miscellany. ey PPY ’ 8 


the garden, and wanted to be more wi’ 
Bridget than was usual. The moth r 
could not account for his manner. 

When she was undressing him for be', 
‘ Mother,’ he asked, ‘ can God see throug : 
the cracks in the closet door?” 

* Yes,’ said his mother. 

* And can he see when it is all dar’ 
there ?” 

* Yes,’ answered the mother, ‘ God cai, 
see everywhere, and in every place.’ 
‘Then God saw me, and he will tell you, 
mother. When you were gone, I got into 
your closet, and I took and ate up the 
cake: and I am sorry, very sorry ;’ and 
bowing his head on his mother’s lap, he 
burst out crying. 

Poor little boy! all day he had been 
wanting to hide from his mother, just as 
Adam and Eve, after they had disobeyed 
God, tried to hide from his presence in the 
garden of Eden. Guilt made-him afraid. , 
It put a gulf between him and his mother. 
You see how this wrong-doing separated 
him from her. He was no longer at ease 
in her sight. His peace was gone. And 
this is the way sin divides us from God. 
We don’t love to be in his sight. Weare 
not happy there. We hide away from 
him, and try to forget him. 

How did George get rid of his feeling of 
guiltand shame? He took the best, the 
only true way, by repenting and confessing 
it. His mother forgave him, no doubt, 
and he tasted again the sweets of nestling 
close beside her, and loving to be in her 
dear society. He was restored to her 
confidence and love. 

Just so we do towards God. We must 
confess and repent of our sins, and pray 
God, for Christ’s sake, to forgive us.— 
Then we may taste the sweets of forgive- 
ness, and be no longer afraid and far off 
from him. As the little child is never 
happier than at its mother’s side, so near- 
ness to God is one of the most delightful 
feelings which can fill the bosom of the 
child of God. 








LITTLE LAURA. 


Laura was a very small child. Her 
mother was quite poorly in health, and 
often complained of feeling very tired. One 
morning, when she arose, she said that her 
head ached, and her side ached, and she 
felt so weary! ‘O when shall I ever feel 
rested again !’ she exclaimed. 

Little Laura looked up into her mother’s 
face, and said so sweetly, ‘ Mother, there’s 
rest in heaven.’ 

But, in the course of the day, the moth- 
er forgot the words of the child, and again 
complained of being tired. The little one 
came gently up to her, and, leaning her 
arms on the mother’s lap, looked up into 
her face, and said, 

‘Mother, I’m sure there’s rest in heav- 
en, and we are both going there. May be 
I'll go first, and then you'll come pretty 
soon after.’ 

These words sounded sweetly in the 
mother’s ears, and her heart was deeply 
moved as she bent over her little loved 
one, and learned from her lips that lesson 
ofhope in heaven. And the little face 
was as fair to her eye as if she had been 
of a whiter race. Yet little Laura was a 
colored child. 

Not many weeks after, little Laura 
awoke in the morning with a glistening 
eye and a burning cheek. She was sick. 
‘¢ Mother,’ said she, ‘ there was a beauti- 
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Sinner,’ and several other books of the Siciety. 

chapters, 230 pp. 33 cents. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY NATIVE VILLAGE. By 
Wand , With ill i 108 pp. 22cents. 

HOME SCENES in the Norwood Family, divided into 

17 chapters, with two original engravings. 143 pp. 





25 cents. 

lion, we propose to any who will undertake to procure | ,,, 

subscribers, to do it ante following conditions, viz. :— THE DAY OF me fh eee) B the <xq7* of 
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undertaken it, she has never failed of success; it has 
over five thousand subscribers in this city. 

There is not a town in the United States, even where 
we do now have subscribers, in which an additional club 
may not readily be obtained. 

Ladies in many places have earned from two to four 
dollars a day, by procuring subscribers on the above con- 
ditions. 

Postage on the Visitor is only six cents a year. 

Specimen copies sent free to of the world. 

To any woman whose health or tastes unfit her for the 
drudgery of woman’s usual work—that of the needle— 
this experiment of canvassing for a Ladies’ paper is well 
worth the trial. 

Direct all communications to 

LAURA J. CURTIS, 

(Care of Curtis & Co.,) 

—41w New York City. 





Scrap Book. For Charlotte and Ellen. But these 
stories are just as good for any other children. 144 pp. 
25 cents. 


TEN MILE STONES in the Life Journey of Jessie Palm- 


er. lM44pp. 25 cents. 


WHERE LIES THE FAULT? or, a word to Christian 


Parents. cents, 
MOSES H. SARGENT, Treasurer, 


No. 13 Cornhill, Boston. 


72 pp. 
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THE BEST HOME MAGAZINE 
FOR THE UNITED STATES. 
VOLUME XXII-FOR 1857. 


MOTHER’S JOURNAL & FAMILY 


A NEW QUESTION BOOK. VISITANT. 
ONE THOUSAND EDITED BY 
QUESTIONS AND PROPOSITIONS, MRS. CAROLINE 0. HISCOX & MRS. MARY G. 
CLARKE. 


For the use of 
Sabbath Schools 
aND 
BIBLE CLASSES. 
An entirely new and most valuable work, just issued by 
the American 8. 8. Union. 
HENRY HOYT, 


22—tf No. 9 Cornhill. 





A NEW QUESTION BOOK. 

OULD & LINCOLN, have, in press, and will short): 
publish, a new work for Sabbaih Schools, entitle 
The Harmony Question Book. 

Part Il. on the Four Gospels, intended for Interme- 
-— = Adult Classes in our Sabbath Schools. By Rev. 

s. B. Swarm. 


The plan of the work is new, and it is thought will 





A SUPERB EDITION OF THE 
Union Bible Dictionary, 
* Vith 200 engravings ; bound in the best style. 62 1-2cents. 


fae is a new edition of this most useful Bible Diction- 
ary. It is improved and enlarged with entirely new 
igravings. We have had occasion to examine several 
ible Dictionaries designed for schools, Bible classes, and 
smilies, and we have no hesitation in saying that we 
live a decided preference to the one before us. Its ex 
anations are brief, but clear, specific, and highly satis- 
1, ctory. It abounds, too, with finely executed maps, and 
} ‘actical representations of various objects of interest.— 
Jia short, it appests to us to be just what a Bible Diction- 
« yought tobe. No one, we are sure, will regret having 
} archased it.—(Evang. Rep.) 
HENRY HOYT Agent, 


19—6w No. 9 Cornhill. 





500 AGENTS WANTED TO SELL 
THR 
?RINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID, 
AND OTHER POPULAR WORKS, 
T have about 150 Agents now in the field who are mak- 
i, g from 
$25 TO $150 A MONTH. 


). -d courage to try, could do well for themselves, and do 
: e wis a great favor by introducing my really excel- 
at 8. 
Persons out of employment would do well to send for 
» y catalogue with terms to Agents which I will send 
4 ostage paid, on application. 
ADDRESS, 


H. DAYTON, Publisher, 
No, 29 Ann Street, Cor. Nassau, N.Y. 
21—tf 





DAVIS, WRIGHT & CO., 
SUCCESSORS TO 
WILLIAM P. TENNY & CO. 
CARPETINGS 


Of every variety of fabric and quality, at the LowssT 
CASH PRICES. 


CARPET HALL 
Over the Boston & Maine 


There are many persons out of employment, who if they | — 


Published by 
SHELDON, BLAKEMAN & CO., 
115 Nassau Street, New York. 

HE MOTHER’S JOURNAL isa Li 

Magazine, published monthly. Printed on fine paper, 
with new and beautiful type. Embellished with numer- 
ous elegant and costly Engravings, and with reading 
matter of the first merit, for 
One Dollar a Year!!! 
As a Magazine for the Home and Housebold, the Joun- 
NAL stands unrivalled, and is one of the oldest and most 
successful published in the country. Each year makes a 
valuable and beautifully illustrated volume, of nearly 
four hundred pages, for ONE DOLLAR. 
CLUBS AND LOCAL AGENTS 


Can have the JourNnat on the following liberal 


and Religious 


»rove very useful and popular. Being free from all TERMS 

oer ee See a ee Six Copies, for One Year, $5,00 | Thirty Copies, $22,00 
Ten “ “ 8,00 | Forty “ 28, 

—— Twenty “ be 15,00 | Fifty ad 33,00 


The Money must, however, invariably be paid in advance. 
THE NEW VOLUME 


Will have unusual attractions in the Valuable Beading 
Matter, and Numerous beautiful Embellishments. Let 
Subscribers send in their orders early, and begin with 
the January Number. Back Numbers can be supplied. 


AGENTS WANTED. 
In every Church, Neighborhood, Town and City in the 


~ | United States, Agents are wanted to circulate the Joun- 


NAL, and place it in every family. 

TRAVELLING AGENTS, who furnish satisfactory testi- 
monials of character, will be allowed a liberal commission, 
and receive a certificate of agency. 


DO NOT WAIT 


For anagent, but inclose One Dollar, and forward by 
mail directly. Any mistakes that may occur in forward- 
ing the JouRNaL to subscribers or otherwise, will be 
promptly corrected, if we are informed of them. 


WILL YOU, 


Each one to whom the JouRNAL comes, make an effort 
to extend its circulation, by getting up a Club, or secur- 
ing some new subscribers, sending us the names and 
money by mail ? 
Address all communications, simply, but carefully and 
distinctly directed, te “ MOTHER’S JOURNAL,” 
24 115 Nassau Street, New York. 





EMPLOYMENT FOR THE YEAR. 
THE BEST BOOK FOR AGENTS. 


To Persons out of Employment. 


An elegant Gift for a Father to Present to his Family ! 
Send for one copy, and try it among your Friends ! 2} 
ANTED—Agents in every section of the United States, 
to cireulate SEARS’ LARGE TYPE QUARTO BI- 
BLE, For Family Use—Entitled 
The People’s Pictorial Domes 
With about One Thousand Engrav: 
This useful book is destined, if we can form an opinion 
from the Notices of the Press, to have an unprecedented 
circulation in every section of our wide-spread continent, 
and to have a distinct era in the sale of our works. It 
will, no doubt, in a few years become THE FAMILY 
BIBLE OF THE AMERICAN PEOPLE. 
3p The most liberal remuneration will be allowed to 
all persons who may be pes to procure subscribers to 
the above. From 50 to 100 copies may easily be circulated 
and sold in each of the principal cities and towns of the 
Union. IT WILL BE SOLD BY SUBSCRIPTION 
vLY 


tic Bible, 
‘ings !! 


Neati 





Haymarket Square, Boston. 





M—ly 
BOYS’ 

HATS AND CAPS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
GIRLS’ 





ful white man came to my bedside last 
night, and he said that I should come to 
live with him. Don’tcry, mother. You'll 
come too, by and by, and then you can 
rest.’ 


eyes, as ifin sleep. She had gone to live 
with the ‘ beautiful white man,’ and her 
mother is patiently waiting to enter into 
that rest. 

Little readers, if you are good, you too 
may find rest in that place to which the 
good little Laura is gone.—S. 8. Adv. 





DO YOU LOVE GODP 

A little girl often followed her fathe: 
round when he came into the house, wit] 
this question,‘ Father, what can I do fo 
you?’ And never was she happier thar 
when he gave her something to do foi 
him. Once he said, perhaps tired witli 
her asking, ‘ Child, why do you ask tha: 
question so much?’ ‘Oh, father,’ she 
answered, with two tears swelling in he 
eyes, ‘because J can’t help it.’ It wa‘ 


> 








press an intention which he felt he could 





Sunday, the 16th ult., inaugurated a 


love that put the question; and her readi- 


Before night Laura quietly closed her ' 


School and Sea Shore Hats—50 cts. to $2,00. 
THE EUGENIE 
Har ror Lapiss—ENnTIRg_y New, 


aa App should be made at once, as the field 
will soon be occupied. 
7 Persons wishing to act as agents, and do a safe 
business, can send for a specimen copy On receipt of the 
established price, Six Dollars, the PICTORIAL FAMILY 
BIBLE, with a well bound Subscription Book, be 
carefully boxed, and forwarded per express, at our risk 
and expense, to any central town or village in the United 
States, excepting these of California, Oregon and Texas. 
Register your Letters, and your money will come 


e. 

967 In addition to the Pictoral Bible, we publish a 
re number of Illustrated Family Works, very popuiar, 
and of such a high moral and 


} and unexceptionable character, 
‘ Wholesale and Retail. that ae good _ may, setely engage in bce circula- 
tion, they will confera Pustic BEnegrir. receive a 
173 & 175 Washington Street, Fam ColtrRNsation or thelr labor. ddl 
Orders respectfully solicited. For er particulars. 
16—tf W. M. SHUTS address the subscriber, (post ped.) : 
id ROBERT SEABS, 181 William Strees, New York. 





LEASE TO READ THIS—EMPLOYMENT. Persons 
out of employment may find that which is both profit- 
able and pleasant, by addressin; 
ROBERT SE. , Publisher, 
No. 181 W lliam Street, New York. 
6—6mo. 





THE BOYS’ OWN PLACE FOR CLOTH- 
ING. 

OAK HALL ROTUNDA, 

Where the Variety, Style and Prices are such 

as to please every class of purchasers.. The One Price 

System being faithfully carried out, affords equal ad- 

vantages to all, in making their selections. 

Orders for Custom Clothing executed at the 
shortest notice, and all nts warranted to suit. 

GEO. W. SIMMONS, PIPER & CO., 


Nos. 32 & 34 North Street, Boston. 
22 





BOYS’ CLOTHING, 
BY G. W. LEACH, 
Corner of Winter and Washington Sts. 





ANTED, AGENTS To Sg. Sree. Pirate En- 
GRAVINGS, including the beautifully illustrated en- 
graving of the “Lorp’s Prayer and Ten Commanp- 
MENTS.”? An active perron, with a small capital, can 
make from $50 to $60 per month. For iculars address 


. BH. M 
No. 167 Broadway, New York. 
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NEW JUVENILE BOOKSTORE. 


Ww"; P, TEWKSBURY, 362 Washington Street, Boston 

thankful for the patronage of the last TweLvr 
YEARS, would invite attention to a much enlarged and im- 
proved store at his OLD STAND, where he offers every 
thing in the line of 


BOOKS AND STATIONERY, 


At Wholesale or Retail, on the most Reasonable Terms. 
Particular and constant pains taken in the supply of 
School Books and School Stationery, 
wire 
JUVENILE AND TOY BOOKS, GAMES, &e. 











BOSTON. 









iin deceit found anywhere else. 






Raa 
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THE 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 





YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


BOSTON, JUNE 25, 1857. 











ADVICE TO YOUNG FEMALES. 


Never marry a man without the consent of 
your nts, No metter how much you may 
fancy you love him, you cannot expect a bles- 
sing on your union, if you persist in going con- 
trary to the better judgment of those who are 
appointed by Providence to watch over and ad- 
vise you for your good. They, of course, have 
had more experience, and are better qualified 
to judge than you can be, who are but just set- 
ting forth in the pathway of life, young, inex- 
perienced, and too ready to form favorable 
opinions where your affections are concerned. 
Let them be your confidants ; open your heart 
to them as soon as you are aware that anything 
of this sort exists. I would confide the secret 
to my parents as soon as 1 would acknowled 
it to my own bosom. Theirs is not the cold, 
unsympathizing judgment of the world; it 
springs from a deep affection and interest in 

our lasting welfare, for what comfort would it 

e to them to mar your happiness? You, 
whom'they have watched and guarded from 
helpless infancy, with such undying affection 
as parents only can feel. Recompense their 
love then, as far as it is in your power, by con- 
fiding in them, and seeking their counsel ; be 
assured you will lose nothing by 


it; and : 


When | see a little boy or girl rush into the 
parlor, where their mother is conversing with 
a visitor, and in a boistrous way, interrupt the 
conversation by asking some question of no 
consequence—when I see grown people inter- 
rupt others engaged in conversation, by intro- 
ducing another subject in a loud voice which 
drowns every other voice—when these become 
habits of daily occurrence, it reminds me of the 
confusion of tongues at the tower of Babel— 
and I think how much happier that family 
would be, if that child had been taught polite- 
ness when young, and if those ladies would be 
considerate enough of the feelings of others to 
allow each to have their turn in conversation. 
I called to see a friend the other day, when 
the door was opened by a little colored girl, not 
much higher than my knee. If she had been 
the d of a Frenchman, I should not have 
expected more politeness than she exhibited in 
her manners and answers. I learned after- 
wards that every one who had called at that 
door, had been agreeably surprised at a like 
occurrence. [t shows that her mother had 
taught her true politeness when quite young, 
and it had become a habit which caused her 
always to be well-spoken of. 

We might here give an exhortation on cour- 
, but we would rather hear a minister 





tt 
& 





though you might meet with disapp 
now, it will soon pass away, and in after years 
you will be attended by the blessing of Him 
who has said, “ Honor thy father and thy moth- 
er.” 
A man named John H. Aikin was arrested 
in Grafton, Rensselaer county, N. Y., on 
Thursday afternoon, on a charge of abducting 
a female under fourteen years of age. The 
girl, Catharine Maria Roberts, was a pupil in 
one of the public schools of Troy. She left 
with Aikin in the morning. The parties were 
married by Squire Abbott, of Petersburgh, and 
they had proceeded to Grafton to spend the 
evening. Aikin was taken to Troy, and lodged 
in jail, but was subsequently bailed out by his 
father. 

How much unhappiness would be saved if 
inexperienced, thoughtless young women would 
listen to the above advice. [tis not all gold 
that glistens—base metal often shines and de- 
ceives. We would ask every young woman 
who has parents, to read the second time the 
first paragraph above, and ask themselves if it 
is not reasonable and disinterested. Then read 
the second paragraph, and see the consequence 
of refusing to listen to reason. In the case 
mentioned, time has not produced the bitter 
fruits which invariably follows transgression. 
There are many such cases of villanous con- 
duct recorded, and no human tongue can tell 
what misery is produced by this kind of disobe- 
dience—disobedience to the commands of two 
Fathers. 


Many cases are known to the writer, of 


daughters who are now suffering the conse- 
quences of believing the flatteries of unworthy 
young men, rather than the faithful warning 
and advice of parents. Now there is no relief. 
A life of toil and self-denial to support them- 
selves and their offspring, are the bitter fruits 
of their folly. Ww. 


*‘I CANNOT LEAVE MY CLASS.’ 

So said a young lady, when urged to spend 
the Sabbath with some friends she was visiting 
a few miles from home. “I should be happy 
to stay with you, but I cannot leave my Sab- 
bath-school class.” 

“ Will not the Superintendent find them a 
teacher just for one Sabbath, when he sees 
that you are not there ?” asked her friends, as 
they continued to press her to prolong her visit. 
“ It is so long since you have been here, we 
cannot consent to your leaving ug to-night.” 

“O, yes, a teacher might be found readily, 
but I said nothing to them last Sabbath of my 


being absent, and they will feel disappointed if 


I am not there.” 
“ There seems now a prospect of a rainy day 
to-morrow. If so, your class will not be there. 


I think you had better stay, if that is all that 


requires your return,” remarked an elderly lady 


“ A rain will make no difference,” replied 
Miss R.: “my little girls are always there, 
I thank you; I should love to be 


unless sick. 
with you, but I must go to-night.” 


The friends ceased to urge her, and admired 


her devotedness to the Sabbath-school. 


Here is a noble example of Christian benevo- 
That 


lence, and of love to the Sabbath-school. 
teacher must have prepared her mind by study, 
and her heart by prayer, to excite such love in 
her pupils as to know that they would be in 
their seats, rain or shine. This is the true way 
to enjoy the Sabbath-school—and it is the true 
way for teachers to profit by their own teaching. 


REAL POLITENESS. 

A little boy was found crying under the 
pe He was crying very softly and wiping 
is eyes very fast, as if he was unwilling to 
have it known that he had cried. His mother 
asked him what the trouble was. 
“ Paddy broke my new toy—my very pret- 
tiest plaything, and I could’nt help crying, and 
so I come out here to cry because I didn’t want 
him to see me. He felt just as bad ashe could 
any way, and he would feel worse if he knew 
I so much about it, and 1 shall get over 
it and feel better in a minute, so it’s no matter ; 
is it, mamma 7?” 
Politeness is one of the most pleasing accom- 
plishments which children @an possess, when it 
is prompted by a spirit of kindness, not only to- 
wards each other, as exhibited in the anecdote 


preach a sermon on the text Ist Peter, 3—8. 
The following paragraphs (cut from the 
Transcript) are appropriate to this subject :— 


Said a gentleman who had travelled exten- 
sively, “The only weapon of defence that [ 
ever had occasion to use, was a civil tongue.— 
The courteous use of this, everywhere and upon 
all occasions, has prevented my having any se- 
rious difficulty with anybody.” 

“ What is the best attitude for self-defence ?” 
asked a pupil of a well known pugilist. “ Keep 
a civil tongue in your head,” was the reply. 





LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 





Tolland, Mass., May 20, 1857. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co., Dear Sirs.—I have 
taken the Companion for nearly 20 years. Now 
my family have grown up. [ have one daugh- 
ter at home, and she thinks she cannot do with- 
out it. She is fifteen. I think the money I 
have paid for it has done as much good as any 
{ ever paid for the education of my family. | 
have taken some pains to get some more sub- 
scribers, J read it with as much interest as 
any paper! read. Very respectfully yours, 

Exizor D. Moore. 

Messrs. Olmstead & Co.—I am now thirteen 
years old, and do not feel willing to part with 
your dear paper yet, for it is certainly the best 
visitor I have during the week. 
From your friend, Franx C. Pauituips. 





VARIETY. 





ALICE. 


Alice was but four years old, the youngest, 
the household pet. She perched in everybody’s 
lap, and nestled under everybody’s wing.— 
Papa’s sternest looks melted into smiles, grand- 
mamma forgot her infirmities, and mamma her 
housewifely cares, in the sunshine of her pre- 
sence. The children of the neighborhood loved 
Alice, each bespeaking her hand for a walk up 
and down the street, ending in a scamper, led 
‘by the merry little creature. How brim full of 
happy life was she! 

One day we heard Alice was sick, and went 
in to see her. She was undressed in her own 
little bed. Her eye was bright, and her cheek 
rosy, but she breathed heavily. Alice said 
little ; she was suffering. Here she lay for 
three long weeks: when the birds sang in the 
morning, she wanted “to go out with the 
birdies—could she not ?”* Her mother hoped 
soon, very soon. The fever left indeed, Dat 
she grew feebler day by day. Her chamber 
was kept hushed. The children were banish- 
ed elsewhere, and little was done but to nurse 
the flickering light of her little life. Its going 
out altogether, no one seriously thought of.— 
One morning—it was Alice’s last morning on 
earth—she was taken up, and lay wearily in 
her mother’s arms. The mother turned her 
head to weep. 

* Don’t cry, mother,” said the little one. 

“ What is mother crying for?” asked the 
mother ; “is it because little Alice is sick ?” 

“ Canse I die, I die, mother,” she answered. 

What could Alice know of death? Then for 
the first time she asked for her brothers and 
sisters. Looks of unutterable love she cast 
upon them as they came inand surrounded her; 
kissed and received a kiss from each. When 
quite exhausted, she was laid back in her little 
bed. Did. little Alice feel it was her last 
“ good bye ?” 

During the forenoon she asked, “Shall I die, 
father ?” 

“ Alice will go to heaven,” answered the 
distressed parent. 

* Will you come too, father? Will you, 
mother ?” was the tender pleading of their dy- 
ing child. And the promise which they then 
made her with their hearts, sobbing, will ever 
make the tie which binds them to ter full of 
solemn memories. She can never return to 
them, but they are pledged to seek her heaven- 
ly and eterna! home. 

The sad hours rolled by. In the afternoon 
she roused up from her pillow of pain, and ex- 
claimed, 

“ Far, far away—there is a happy land, where 
saints and angels dwell; I gu—sing father! 
sing mother!” 

he attempt died awa 
stricken parents, but a friend at their side 
caught the strain, and what seemed to 
express the sweet out-gushing of the little spi- 


on the lips of the 





above, but towards their elders and parents.— 









rit, fast losing its hold on earth, piercing 


through the film of -death, and catching © 
glimpse of the “ Better Land, far, far away,”— 
« Where saints in glory stand, 
Bright, bright as day.” 

The father left the room. How could he 
give his darling up? On returning he asked, 
* And how is Alice now ?” 

“ Most dead,” she answered, in a little faint 
voice. “ Fanny be , Bell good,” talkin; 
of her sisters, one of whom was absent; an 
she spoke no more. The solemn hush of death 
stole over her pale face, and soon the little 
spirit was gone ; Alice was forever gone. 

When all her little strength was wasted, and 
life itself was only heaviness, then a new feel- 
ing seemed to enter her little bosom—a desire 
to depart, for she had lived long enough to 
learn that she had a Savior, and that there is a 
Heaven, a bright and happy place full of love. 
Perhaps it heard the soft whispers of its Sav- 
ior’s voice, “ Suffer little children to come unto 
me, and forbid them not, for of such is the 
kingdom of Heaven ;” and it was glad to hear 
the sound. It went, and not even that sorrow- 
ing heart on which it had its first and last rest- 
ing, could murmur at its wish to go, or its final 


going.—Independent. 





LITTLE BUILDERS. 


Little Builders! build away! 

Little Builders! build to-day! 

Build a temple pure and bright, 
Build it up in deeds of light ; 

Lay the corner strong and deep, 
Where the heart the truth shall keep ; 
Lay it with a builder’s care, 

For the temple resteth there. 


If you want an honored name, 

If you want a spotless fame, 

Let your words be kind and pure, 
And your temple shall endure ; 
Wisdom standeth at the door— 
Come and see her priceless store ; 
Virtue gently guides your feet, 
Where the good and holy meet. 


Set the pillars firm and strong, 
Raise them with the worker’s song ; 
Toil is prayer, and toil is praise, 
Keep this worship all your days ; 
Let your life be loving deeds, 

Go and help when sorrow pleads ; 
Let the tear of pity fall 

When you hear the mourner call. 


Little Builders! build away! 
There is work for you to-day : 
Deeds of mercy and of truth, 
Making bright the hours of youth: 
Work, and pray, and joyous sing, 
Ever fast to virtue cling, 

And a temple so sublime 

Shall outlast the years of time. 


A DYING GIRL’S PRAYER. 

A few weeks since, a Christian, somewhat 
i in years, rose in a love feast, and 
said, 

“ For me | years I lived without God, and 
was a wicked rebel against him. I proved that 
‘the way of transgressors is hard,’ and often 
felt sad and sorrowful. But I had a little 
daughter that went to Sunday-school. She 
was a good girl, and many a time it seemed to 
ease the sorrow of my heart to hear her sing 
the hymns and little pieces that she learned at 
school. The Lord, however, took her away 
from me, and I felt as though my heart was 
torn from my body. 

“[ shall never forget the time when she lay 
upon her death-bed. I went to her bedside 
when she was near death, and she began to 
pray fur her father; ‘ Lord, bless my dear fath- 
er, and keep him from those wicked, awful 
places, the public houses. Lord, keep my dear 
father from getting drunk, (for I was a wicked 
drunkard at that time.) Lord, pardon his sins, 
and save him, that I may meet him in heaven.’ 

“This was too much for me; I felt as if my 
heart would break, and hasted tothe next room 
to give vent to my feelings. Havingrecovered 
myself a little, I went back, but her happy spi- 
rit had fled. There she lay a corpse; a smile 
was left upon her cheek, and she looked so 
beautiful in death. I believe I got drunk two 
or three times after that, but the dying prayer 
of my little girl never left me, and I was as 
miserable as any man could be upon earth.— 
But bless the Lord! I sought and found mercy ; 
and when the Lord spoke peace to my soul, I 
was so happy that I sung all that week.” 


A NOBLE BOY. 


A boy was once tempted by some of his 
companions to pluck ripe cherries from a tree 
which his father had forbidden him to touch. 

‘You need not be afraid,’ said one of his 
companions, ‘ for if your father should find out 
that you have taken them, he is so kind he 
would not hurt you.’ 

‘ That is the very reason,’ replied the boy, 
‘why I would not touch them. It is true my 
father would not hurt me ; yet my disobedi 


he must buy something, and seeing some cat- 
nip, he bought a bunch. As he passed on home 
he put some in his mouth, and after chewing it 
placed it on the sore. This was all done me- 
chanically, and without any design or thought 
of receiving benefit, but after getting home, 
and oe of his purchase, he suddenly per- 
ceived that all pain left him, and he expe- 
rienced no further inconvenience. Since learn- 
ing this of him I have frequently recommended 
the same application to those who were suffer- 
ing from the bites of spiders, and a every in- 
stance they have obtained relief. [ believe it 
to be a certain cure, and if it were generally 
known, it would be the means of saving many 
a valuable life.” 


CHARLIE AND HIS PIGEONS. 

Charlie Stubbs, one of my little pupils, just 
five years of age, came to me in the morning 
and said, 
* My dear Mrs. Locke, I waked up last night, 
and was thinking about Jesus Christ—what a 
good man he was to love all the little children 
so! and how he loves Charley too, and he’s 
making a place in heaven for all children. 
O, how I love Jesus Christ, and [ want to give 
him something. So I lay thinking what Char- 
ley’s got, that’s nice, and I think when Bidashee 
(the name of his servant) has dressed me, I will 
ask Mrs. Locke if1 can give Jesus my new 
pair of white pigeons. (These pigeons were 


presented to him on his birth-day. He loves 


them very much, and feeds them daily. The 
are his most valuable treasures.) So I thin 
how can I give, how will Jesus take? Then, 


I know how God takes the spirit of dead gen- 
tlemen and ladies. So whenI say my prayer 
to-night, I will ask Jesus to take the spirits of 
my white pigeons, and love Charley. Then I 
will put their little bodies in a box and put it 
in the ground; andI will feel so happy and 
comfortable when my dear sweet little pigeons 
are with Jesus, and Jesus will love my pigeons 
and love Charley. You say he loves my sister, 
and dear little Polly. She went to live with 
Jesus when my papa brought me from Englaud.’ 
We had a long conversation on this interest- 
ing subject, and I tried to explain to this dear 
child, that his willingness to give up his best 
treasures was quite as pleasing to God as if he 
had really given them—and indeed he had giv- 
en them up in his heart. I tried to tell him of a 
more acceptable offering—his own little heart ; 
and although he now seems to have given it to 
God, he must not take it back again when he 
grows older, if he should be spared. He often 
tells his servant that he must not get angry, 
and tell falschoods ; for if he does he can never 
goto Jesus. He always charges his father’s 
servants, when he leaves home to return to 
school, not to tell one lie while he is gone.— 
The servants all love him; indeed every one 
does who knows him. 


LOVE OF READING. 


Hon. Rufus Choate, in an address, once said: 
‘ Happy is he who has leid up in youth, and 
held steadfast in all fortune, a genuine and 
passionate love of reading ; true balm of hurt 
minds, a surer and more healthful charm than 
poppy or mandragora, or all the drowsy syrups 
of the world; by that single taste, by that sin- 
gle capacity, he may be bound in a moment 
into the regions of delightful study, and be at 
rest. Well may he prize that enduring charm, 
so effectual and safe, without which this brain 
(placing his hand on his forehead) had long 
ago been chilled by paralysis, or set on fire by 
insanity.’ 


ANECDOTE OF ROTHSCHILD. 


Anselem de Rothschild, of Frankfort, during 
the stormy days of 1848, when all Europe was 
heaving with the throes of the popular volcano, 
was accosted by four stalwart leaders of the 
mob, who entered his bank and insisted on 
seeing him. 
* You have millions on millions,’ said they to 
him, ‘ and we have nothing ; the time is come 
when you must divide with us.’ 

‘Very well; what do you suppose the firm of 
de Rothschild is worth ? 
* About forty millions of florins.’ 
‘ Forty millions, you think, eh? Now there 
are forty millions of people in the Diet; that 
would be a florin apiece. Here’s yours; now 
be off with you.’ 


MAKING AN EFFORT FOR LIFE. 


Lord Cockburn says of old Adam Ferguson, 
the historian of Rome, who dressed like a phi- 
losopher from Lapland, ‘ that he lived fifty years 
longer than nature meant, by rigid care. Wine 
and animal food besought his appetite in vain ; 
but huge messes of milk and vegetables disap- 
peared before him, always in the never failing 
cloth and fur. I never heard of his dining out, 
except at his relation, Dr. Joseph Black’s, 
where his son Sir Adam (the friend of Scott) 
used to say, it was delightful to see the two 





I know would hurt my father, and that would 
be worse to me than anything else.’ 

A boy who grows up with such principles, 
would be a man in the best sense of the word. 
It shows a regard for rectitude that would ren- 
der him trustworthy under every trial. 


CURE FOR THE BITE OF A SPIDER. 

We find the following in the Baltimore 
American :— 

“Tn your paper, as well as several others 
during the past week, I noticed an article copi- 
ed from the Waltham (Mass.) Sentinel, an- 
nouncing the death of a gentleman from the 
bite of a spider. 1 have read of several cases 
of suffering and death within the last year, 
from the same cause, and believing that we 
have a safe and simple remedy always within 
reach, I am induced thus to make it known.— 
Catnip, bruised and applied to the wound, will 
allay the inflamation, and remove all pain in a 
very short time. I friend of mine was bitten 
by a spider on his lip, he suffered exceedingly, 
and all the remedies usually applied failed 
He was recommended to get a certain herb in 
the market and make a poultice. He was not 


philisophers rioting over a boiled turnip.’ 


A lazy fellow stole a wood-saw, and at trial 
told the judge he only took it in a joke. 
‘ How far did you carry it ? asked the judge. 
‘ Two miles,’ answered the prisoner. 
‘That’s-carrying the joke too far,’ remarked 
the judge, and the prisoner was committed for 
further examination. 


A prudent master advised his drunken ser- 
vant to put his money by fora rainy day. Ina 
few weeks the master asked how much of his 
wages he had saved. 

‘Faith, none at all,’ said he, ‘I did as ye 
tould me; it rained ytsterday, an’ it all went.’ 

Lorenzo Dow once said of a grasping, avari- 
cious farmer, that if he had the whole world 
for his farm, he would not be content without 
a patch of nd on the outside, whereon to 
raise a field of potatoes. 

Applause is the spur of able minds, the end 
and = of weak 1 

Let pleasures be ever so innocent, the excess 
is always criminal. 





able to get the article named, but he thought 


Whatever you dislike in another, take care 


ENTERTAINING AND INSTRUCTIVE 
WORKS FOR THE YOUNG. 


PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE: or Book 
of Home E Jucation and Entertainment. By 8. Provy 
With numerous Illustrations. 16mo. 
This’ x is designed for the pleasure and 
wor! for the it 
young prople and, as the title indicates, intended ag pa 
aid to Home Education. The at variety of subjects 
nted, consisting of Moral Lessons, Natural History, 
istory, Travels, Physical Geography, Object Lessons, 
Drawing and Perspective, Music, Poetry, &c., and, with- 
al, so skilfully treated as to make truth simple and at- 
tractive, renders it an admirable family book for winter 
evenings jummer days. 
THE AMERICAN STATESMAN: or Illustrations of the 
Life and Character of Danie, WessteEr : for the Enter- 
tainment and Instruction of American Youth. By the 
Rey. JoszrH Banvanp, Author of ‘* Plymouth and the 


Pil »”? “Novelties of the New World,” ‘: Romance 
of American History,” &. With numerous Illustra. 
tions. 16mo. cloth, 75 cents. 


A work for porn 4 American youth. The author says, 
he deals not with Mr. Webster’s POLITICAL OPINIONS ; 
but presents the most interesting incidents in his event- 
ful life, and holds up his commendable traits of c! ter 
for the admiration and imitation of Ameri youth.— 
And they are such as every wise parent would be glad to 
have presented to, and imitated by, his children. 
THE GUIDING 8TAR ; or the Bible God’s Message. By 
uisA Payson Hopkins. With a Frontispiece.— 
16mo. cloth, 50 cents. 
ding} work for 








An gly ing and i 
youth, on the evidences of Christianity. 
YOUNG AMERICANS ABROAD; or, Vacation in En- 
rope; the Result of a Tour through Great Bri 
France, Holland, Belgium, Germany and Switzerland, 
ores Overton Cuoutss, D. D., and his Pupims, 

ith elegant Illustrations. 1l6mo. cloth, 75 cents. 
This is a highly entertaining work, written mostly sy 
boys, FoR boys, embracing more real inf ion, such as 
every one wishes to know, about Europe, than any other 
book of travels ever published. 


THE ISLAND HOME; or, the Young Castaways. By 
CuristorHEeR Romaunt, Esq, With elegant Tilustre. 
tions. 16mo. cloth, 75 cents. 

A new and exceedingly captivating ‘* Robinoon Grusoe” 
story. 

TEWA ; a Sequel to “ The Island Home.” By the same 
Author. With Illustrations. l7mo cloth, 75 cents. 
in press. 

THE AIMWELL STORIES. BY WALTER 
AIMWELL. 

OSCAR; or, The Boy who had His Own Way. With 
numerous elegant Illustrations. l6mo. cloth, gilt, 63 
cents. 

CLINTON ; a Book for Boys. By Waiter Aimwet., 
Author of “* Boys Own Guide,” “ Friendly Words,”’ &c, 
With numerous fine Iliustrations. 16mo. cloth, 63 cente. 





ELLA ; or, Turning Over a New Leaf. With numerous 
elegant Illustrations. 16mo. cloth, 63 cents. 
WHISTLER ; or, The Manly Boy, With numerous ele- 
gant Illustrations. 16mo. cloth gilt, 63 cents. 
MARCUS ; or, the Boy Tamer. 16mo. eloth, gilt, in press. 
This series of works for youth, is designed to portra: 
some of the leading phases of youthful character, and to 
point out their tendencies to future feed and evil. They 
depict the quiet, natural scenes and incidents of eve: 
day life, in city and country, mingling important mo: 
lessons with amusing, curious and useful information.— 
Each volume is complete of itself, but a connecting thread 
runs through the whole. 


WORKS BY REV. HARVEY NEWCOMB, 

HOW TO BE A LADY. A Book for Girls ; containing 

useful hints on the Formationof Character. cloth, gilt, 
cents. 

HOW TO BE A MAN. A Book for Boys; containing 

useful hints on the Formation of Character. cloth, 

gilt, 50 cents. 

ANECDOTES FOR BOYS. Entertaining Anecdotes and 

Narratives, illustrative of Principles and Character.— 

cloth, gilt, 50 cents. 

ANECDOTES FOR GIRLS. Entertaining Anecdotes and 

Narratives illustrative of Principle and Character.— 

18mo. cloth, gilt, 42 cents. 


NATIONAL SERIES OF AMERICAN HIS- 
TORIES. 
BY REV. JOSEPH BANVARD. 
PLYMOUTH AND THE PILGRIMS ; or, Incidents and 
Adventures in the History of tue First Settlers. With 
Illustrations. 16mo, cloth 60 cents. 
NOVELTIES OF THE NEW WORLD. An account of 
the Ad nd Di ies of the Explorers of 
With numerous Illustrations. l6mo. 





North America. 
cloth, 60 cents. 


ROMANCE OF AMERICAN HISTORY ; or, an Account 
of the Early Settlement of North Carolina and Virginia; 
embracing a Narrative of the Tragic incidents connected 
with theSpanish 1 at St tine, the Frenc 
Colonies at Roanoke, and the English Plantation at 
Jamestown; the Captivity of Captain John Smith, and the 
interesting Adventures of the youthful Pocahontas.— 
With numerous illustrations. l6mo. cloth, 60 cents. 


TRAGIC SCENES IN THE HISTORY OF MARYLAND 

AND THE OLD FRENCH WAR, with an account of 

various i ing P events which oo- 

curred in the early settlemen’ of America. With 

numerous elegant Illustrations. A new volume, just 

ublished. l6mo. cloth, 60 cents. 

Each volume is complete in itself, and yet together 
they form a regular Series of American Histories. 

Published by 

GOULD & LINCOLN, 
2 59 Washington Street. 











WHIPPLE & BLACK’S 
DAGUERREOTYPE, CRYSTALOTYPE, 
—AND— 

Photographic Establishment. 
No. 96 WASHINGTON STREET, 
3. A. WHIPPLE. BOSTON. J. W. BLAOKS 


PHOTOGRAPHS made from the smallest Daguerreo- 
type, on paper or convass, life size, finished in crayon or 
in oil colors, being the only SURE way of obtaining perfect 
portrait LIKENESSES from small, indistinct daguerreotypes- 
AMBROTYPES taken and secured, by an improved 


ethod. 

DAGUERREOTYPES executed, in every variety, in 
Gold Medallions, Lockets, Union, Velvet, Morocco and 
Pearl Cases, Single Portraits or in Groupings. 





IMPORTANT TO GENTLEMEN. 


X- NICHOLS’ ROOMS, since he has enlarged his pre- 
mises, will be found to form one of the finest establish- 
ments of the kind ever opened in this country. The 
lowing inducements may entitle it to patronage :— 


AGOOD LIGHT TO SELECT BY. 

AN EXTENSIVE ASSORTMENT TO SELECT FROM. 

A FINE ARTICLE OF READY MADE CLOTHING 
MAY BE OBTAINED. 


DRESSING GOWNS AND BREAKFAST JACKETS IN 
EVERY STYLE. 
THE BEST OF CUTTERS ARE ENGAGED, HUDSON 
anp BEACH BEING AT THE HEAD. 


CASH CUSTOMERS AT THIS ESTABLISHMENT ARB 
NOT CHARGED 25 PER CENT EXTRA TO OFF- 
SET BAD DEBTS. 

Try me once and see if these things be true. 
GEO. N. NICHOLS 
Rooms 96 Washington Street, up stairs- 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


A FAMILY PAPER 
DEVOTED TO 
Piety, Morality, Brotherly Love- No See 
tarianism, No Controversy. 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD, & CO., BOSTON, MS. 
No. 22 School Street. 
Paiexr $14 vean. 81x copres vor $5, PAYMEST mH FF 
VANCE. 











to correct in yourself. 


BOUND VOLUMES $l and $1,235. 
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